THE   SCENE                        n
grim western tower, with its sombre windows,
the gabled roofs of the canonical houses, rise in
picturesque masses over acres of white blossom.
But for me, six miles away, the cathedral is a
never-ending sight of beauty. On moist days it
draws nearer, as if carved out of a fine blue
stone ; on a grey day it looks more like a fantastic
crag, with pinnacles of rock. Again it will loom
a ghostly white against a thunder-laden sky. Grand
and pathetic at once, for it stands for something
that we have parted with. What was the outward
and stately form of a mighty idea, a rich system,
is now little more than an aesthetic symbol. It
has lost heart, somehow, and its significance only
exists for ecclesiastically or artistically minded
persons ; it represents a force no longer in the
front of the battle.
One other fine feature of the countryside there
is, of which one never grows tired. If one crosses
over to Sutton, with its huge church, the tower
crowned with a noble octagon, and the village
pleasantly perched along a steep ridge of orchards,
one can drop down to the west, past a beautiful
old farmhouse called Berristead, with an ancient
chapel, built into the homestead, among fine elms.
The road leads out upon the fen, and here run
two great Levels, as straight as a line for many
miles, up which the tide pulsates day by day ;
between them lies a wide tract of pasture called